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REUNION IN NEWY YORK 



Shams Sadruddin Jamal 



Best Graduate DMC Class of 1985 



Shams Sadruddin Jamal as we knew 
her lives in Birmingham, UK with her 
husband Dr. Shah Muhammad Vaquas 
and their two beautiful children Naufil 
and Rida. 

Soon after graduation Shams proceeded 
to London where she passed PLAB and 
FRCS in a breeze. She practiced in UK 
for a number of years before returning to 
Karachi where she served as an 
assistant professor of surgery at DMC 
and CHK from June 1996 to October 
2000. 

Back in UK she worked as a breast 
surgeon at the prestigious Diana 
Princess of Wales Hospital Grimsby 
from April 2002 till May 2004. 

She is currently working as a breast 
surgeon at the University Hospital 
Birmingham since June 2004. Her 
professional commitments do not stand 




in the way of her being devoted to her 
home and family. 

She is a dedicated mother and pays 
particular attention to her children's 
education while her husband Shah 
Muhammad Vaquas "socializes with her 
class mates on the Facebook". 

Shah Muhammad Vaquas is a Dow 
graduate of 1 982 who has acted as a 
mentor to several of our class fellows 
during his student life as well as the 
popular RMO of medical unit IV where 
he and Shams met during house job. 



His dowry to Shams was the Membership of 
the Royal College of Physicians of UK. 
Shah Sahib is a consultant physician at the 
Heart of England Foundation NHS in 
Bimingham. His many interests include 
literature, politics, sports, and of course, 
socialization. He has a perpetual presence on 
the D85 page on Facebook where his 
philosophical, witty, literary and political 
postings spark serious and interesting 
debates among Shams's class fellows. 




The couple has two children. Naufil starts his 
studies in applied mathematics at the 
Reading University this year, while Rida is in 
the 1 1 th grade pursuing a political career. She 
is already one of Labour Party's under 19 
officers. 




The DMC Class of 1985 wishes the family 
continued success in every sphere of life! 



SHAMS AS HER FRIENDS REMEMBER HER 



Dr Aliya Ahmed 



SHAMS SADRUDDIN 
It is hard to believe that it is 35 years since our 
admission into Dow Medical College. How time 
flies!! I remember so well how the eight of us 
got together and our group was formed. We all 
soon became fast friends and had great times 
together. From the very beginning, it was 
apparent that Shams was very good in studies, 
but she was never one of those nerdy types. 
She was very well dressed and trendy, always 
up-to-date with the latest styles. At the same 
time, she was extremely hard working and 
dedicated, which eventually led to her 
achieving the first position in the final 
professional examination of MBBS. 

I have not met Shams since our house job 
ended in 1986, long, long time back. It is only 
recently that we found each other again on 
Facebook and are now connected and know 
each other through our recent photographs. 
Shams remains as smart as ever, and has 
lovely children Masha Allah. I wish her and her 
family health, happiness and success always! 



Dr. Kehkashan Qamar 

Shams, our dear friend!! 
It now seems like it happened ages ago when 
we joined Dow Medical College as first year 
students. Soon a group was formed. We were 
all St. Josephians except Shams who was the 
only girl from St. Patrick's College. All of us 
became friends and our studies started. It 
became evident to us very soon that Shams 
has a photographic memory. Apart from being 
very good in studies, she was fun-loving and 
very lively. Two years passed by and we were 
in the 3 rd year. We noticed that Shams was 
very devoted to her patients and became more 
focused on her studies. It was no surprise for 
us when she got the 1 st position in final 
professional examination. She truly deserved 
that. Then after final year, all of us went 
separate ways. After a long time, I met her in 
the Gulf Shopping Mall and came to know that 
she had married Dr Vaquas and had a son. 
During her stay in Pakistan, our kids went to 
the same City School. I saw her once at the 
Annual Sports Day. Then I heard that she has 
gone back to the United Kingdom. Thanks to 
Facebook, we are now connected again after a 
long time. I saw recent pictures of her family. 
She still looks the same but Masha-Allah her 
kids have grown up. I wish her all the best in 
her future life. 



Our dear friend Shams 



Dr Huma Siddiqui 

How time flies! It's hard to believe that 28 years have passed by. I came to know Shams 
through a friend of mine Shehla, who also studied at St. Patrick's College. Shams was 
not only a very good and hard-working student but very lively too. She was very fast in 
memorizing anything. In the evenings she used to teach science classes in the jamat 
khana. Together we had lots of fun. Sometimes all of us would go to have dahi baras 
and other stuff like that. She introduced us to her aunty Zeenat, who was almost our 
age. Once or twice we went to her aunt's place to watch Indian movies with Shams's 
younger brother, who never complained about picking or dropping us home. Her parents 
were also very caring. Her mother was a good cook. Sometimes she used to send us 
delicious jam rolls. As time passed by, Shams became more and more serious in her 
studies and devoted to her patients. She would spend hours in the wards alone 
examining the patients, or sitting in the library studying. Therefore, it was not a surprise 
for us when she got the first position. After our house jobs, we lost contact with Shams. I 
left Pakistan and have not met her since then. Thanks to Facebook, we are now in 
contact with each other. It's nice to know that now she is a surgeon and doing well. I 
wish her luck in everything. 




Arifa, Shaheen Saleh, Huma, Aliya, Sam and Kehkashan 



Shams and her friends at Kehkashan' s Wedding 




The Editors acknowledge Kehkashan, Arifa, Aliya and Huma for the photos and their 
write-ups. 



A tragedy in Peshawar Pakistan 

Massacre of innocent people in the name of religion 

Nadeem Zafar D85 

By now many of you might have heard of a very sad incident in Peshawar Pakistan where two 
suicide bombers entered a catholic church and blew themselves up, killing 81 innocent Pakistanis 
and injuring many more. The fact that those attacked were Christians made this incident even 
more depressing and abhorring, because they are members of a minority faith, who are 
guaranteed protection and ability to practice their faith in peace by the religion of Islam and the 
constitution of Pakistan. The unanimous condemnation of this incident by members of all faiths 
and all slants of opinion in Pakistan is very reassuring for the long term betterment of Pakistan. 
While democracy is taking hold in Pakistan, there are forces which are hell-bent to deny the 
people their freedom to choose in every aspect of life. These forces may claim adherence to my 
faith but I assure you the faith that I know and practice does not allow any adherent to hurt any 
living being, and definitely not to maim or kill hundreds. Let's keep working together to defeat 
forces of hatred and bigotry, no matter where they raise their ugly head. It is my earnest hope 
and prayer that my biologic homeland and birthplace Pakistan would keep working towards firmly 
establishing a rule of law and peace and security for all. 
In great sadness but with hope and prayer! 

Ulema against dialogue with terrorists 

http://dawn.com/news/1045072/ulema-aqainst-dialoque-with-terrorists 

SYED IRFAN RAZA 
Published 2013-09-24 07:20:05 

ISLAMABAD: Condemning the suicide attack at a church in Peshawar, ulema from different 
schools of thought issued on Monday Fatwas which declared killing of innocent minorities as 
'un-lslamic'.The ulema urged the government that elements involved in the killing of members 
of Christian community should not be invited to peace dialogue, adding that they deserved 
exemplary punishment for this heinous and inhumane act. 



Mufti Taqi Usmani, Dr Abdul Razzaq, Maulana Samiullah and Maulana Mufti Rafi Usmani of 
Deobandi sect issued a decree which said that such acts were against the teachings of Islam 
and Sunnah of the Holy Prophet (peace be upon him). They said such incidents were part of a 
campaign against Islam and Pakistan. "We believe that the attack on the church was a 
conspiracy against Islam and Pakistan," they said. The ulema said that the Holy Quran and 
Sunnah laid emphasis on the protection of life and property of minorities. They also said that 
drone attacks which killed innocent citizens of Pakistan were not acceptable. Another 30 
ulema of the Sunni Ittehad Council (SIC) issued a separate decree, declaring that Islam did 
not allow killing of innocent non-Muslims, SIC spokesman Nawaz Kharal told Dawn. He said a 
meeting of the ulema took place with SIC chairman Sahibzada Hamid Raza in the chair and 
issued a detailed decree on the Peshawar church attack that claimed over 80 lives and injured 
more than 120 people. 

They said the attack was not only an un-lslamic and criminal act but a major sin. "Islam does 
not allow attacks on innocent minorities and makes it mandatory to protect their lives and 
property." 

The decree said it was the basic duty of the government to provide security and protection to 
the minorities. "Islam teaches that places of worship of non-Muslims should not be demolished 
or damaged," it said. 

The clerics said those who attacked Christians in Peshawar had mutilated the face of Islam. 
"In Islam murder of an innocent human being is the murder of the entire humanity," the decree 
said. The ulema urged the government to take effective steps to safeguard minorities in the 
country and bring the perpetrators of the Peshawar church attack to book because they had 
also violated the constitution of the country which guaranteed complete protection to the 
minorities. 



RIGHTS OF MINORITIES IN THE ISLAMIC STATE 



A Muslim must respect and protect the holy places where the People of the Book worship God, 
and protect them. For Muslims, these places are precious because in these places, people, 
whether Jews or Christians, remember God. In the Qur'an, the places of worship of the People of 
the Book, i.e., monasteries, churches and synagogues, are mentioned as places of worship 
protected by God. 

...if God had not driven some people back by means of others, monasteries, churches, 
synagogues and mosques, where God's name is mentioned much, would have been pulled down 
and destroyed. God will certainly help those who help Him-God is All-Strong, Almighty. (Qur'an, 
22:40) 

In the year (631 CE), Prophet Muhammad, peace be upon him, received a delegation of sixty 
Christians from Najran in Medinah. They were received in the Prophet's mosque wearing their 
crosses. The companions of Prophet Muhammad, peace be upon him, tried to prevent them from 
praying in the mosque, but the prophet allowed them to pray in the mosque, and they did so 
facing East. 

He said, "The one who kill a mu'aahid will not smell the smell of the Paradise although its 
smell can be smelled from a distance of forty years (i.e., He will not enter the Paradise nor be 
close to it)." (Bukhari) 

The Prophet, peace be upon him, sent a message to the monks of Saint Catherine in Mount 
Sinai: 

"This is a message written by Muhammad ibn Abdullah, as a covenant to those who adopt 
Christianity, far and near, we are behind them. Verily, I defend them by myself, the servants, 
the helpers, and my followers, because Christians are my citizens; and by Allah! I hold out 
against anything that displeases them. No compulsion is to be on them. Neither are their 
judges to be changed from their jobs, nor their monks from their monasteries. No one is to 
destroy a house of their religion, to damage it, or to carry anything from it to the Muslims' 
houses. Should anyone take any of these, he would spoil God's covenant and disobey His 
Prophet. Verily, they (Christians) are my allies and have my secure charter against all that 
they hate. No one is to force them to travel or to oblige them to fight. The Muslims are to fight 
for them. If a female Christian is married to a Muslim, this is not to take place without her own 
wish. She is not to be prevented from going to her church to pray. Their churches are to be 
respected. They are neither to be prevented from repairing them nor the sacredness of their 
covenants. No one of the nation is to disobey this covenant till the Day of Judgment and the 
end of the world." 

Ibn Khaldun reports: Umar ibn Al-Khattab entered the sacred house and came to the Church of 
the Holy Sepulcher. He sat inside among its companions until the time of prayer arrived, so he 
said to patriarch, "I want to pray." He said, "Here is your place of prayer," but he refrained from 
doing so and instead prayed upon the staircase near a door apart from the church. When he 
finished his prayer, he said to patriarch, "If I prayed inside the church, the Muslims after me would 
take it and they would say: Umar prayed here." He wrote to them that they should not gather 
upon the staircase for prayer and they should not announce prayer upon it. 

JUfl &!>L^a]| d iflj (jl^-j lfria»A*g U'^* 4-aU£ll <Luuj£ c-La. j (jjj^Loll duj L_jUaaJl <jj jaC cJ^J (JJ^^ (3^ (J^ 
Ouk > <LajJl]| yaJ V q\ J*c> (Jj^a Ua I jlli j iS^-i (Jj^m^l lA la.l A uuj£JI <Ja.b CllL^a jl 



Qambar Raza Naqvi 

^ HJ 3 * 6 J ^£ Jf t5*^ (jj-^ 0^ 

qA*. f jl ^lak j$ (Jill UjI j£ (jaj ja. 





c=^9 c=^ /J^Luo IjLuj tc—JIs ^i^l £bl <^S ^SJLo ^ wuo /u^u9 />b C= S v$jj$$ «IS u^^J -\.^y»-9 6jjJ 

jju\ j$\ U^jJLlXXjujI <== J I3 , ) >S I^9_juU IS obl-QjO , S ul j3 I ^jj-J < jjjuJ ^jjjO J^Lo U^J-L^ jL> 9J 

c_ >«) ^9_> 9J 09 — ) u^-H />b IS Oj9_C ^jjjo ^JLc ^jjjO U$jjS AJlj^OJ-LS 

*T , J -^^S l5 n -B-J ^9-> O9 LS jSuO £ <= __J v_SNjLu t tf ^ uLo ) (JJkJ O9 } v_SVjb CjL>LljuJ /vSJji t $ U£jljuJj /xjljuJU^ 

JLa^U j9^uoS — 



^->b*iijl , ^Sj_«jj9 Jj9 v_->L ( S 2 j v_->LS ^jnS Jjcx^-I JM.q-».uI 

« j^sOLjuj j9-u9-! v_souo^ ^-»jo Jjl^jo ^JOuoS «w»l j^l < =*-^ '^9^ >*^l ^ O-*^ < 'Xf e^-J^V 

OJUuJ £^9jJO9j0 v_SNJ9^ , B » » > U"^ d 9>^ ^_sOLuUul ^JS-B-J ^_SOuO^ L ^-UO ^LxXjL>I ^^OuoS njjJO ^JvJLuCXjuJ I «jLjjCKj-juJ 
^9^ c=^ V' pi -)9' U ^ c=^J >^ J-^ J9l c=^?l U^l U ^ <=^J >^ jjjoijjjS c=J jJ 

OJJuOj-juj OAJu /\j 9J ISj9^ JjJ^ /\J ^jjjo _p I 9^ /^JuuJjl *ju J9I 9^ j9i9Lb Cjoo 9^ c^L^ I J-Ji ^jouuul 
JU ^jouuul ^jv^ > b->.u -v_sv^9^ u^-H lJ+J^ U^l U^l? c=^ lJ^^I U^l ^ 9^ 

/\S ^jj-^ c= jU>$ » §99jO jjjjI IS c SI kjj ^ $ l-H-H vl9^ ^ U^l /V c=^ 

OJLiJ 1$} ^9j J-J^ Li^l^ 

".IS uLoU j!5j^5 

O9I /\S ^Icp* Luuul 091^9! t^^s-fcS^ ^^s^Juuj jj3 i_^s> ubl , j ^jjjo " /\S ^j-*^ v_SW-S ^>b jjjuc> uLjj »-SjLcv 

U9JU9I ^j-v 

t/JL> ^jvS 9S .^jvSJ c i a i IS j^j 09 c >d ,jjaJ> ijJi Ljuj «-S>6-S »-S>eS 9S jjjjI 9J ^ ^jjo vjorb) 

(-L-H^bLJuj C= _S^S v-SjI v_SjI ^-ub L 5vS i-jljuj L _ss-e^9^j 



My uncle 
By 

Sameena Khan 






My uncle never ran after fame so he never 
liked to sell himself, never went to mushairas 
so not much is available on internet. I will 
copy some of his ash'aars from his books 
one day. For now I am sharing one of his 
famous poems (I have this poem imprinted 
on my heart) which he wrote on his one of 
his books in the 60s and gifted that to my 
mother who was his most beloved sister. 
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Qamar Jameel 
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Mother and I 



Saleem A Khanani 

My dear departed mother was about 1 6 years old when she got married to my father. 
She had studied up to the 4th grade or so and was able to read some Urdu and the Holy 
Quran. She could sign her name in Gujrati but this was as close to reading and writing 
that she ever came. However, she did teach me how to read the Quran since I never 
seemed to learn it the way other kids of my generation did: study from an Imam at the 
local masjid. She tried very hard though. 

She was quite religious and would pray regularly, fast the entire month of Ramadan 
every year till her last few years when deteriorating health and diabetes precluded it, and 
would finish the recitation of the Holy Quran twice during the blessed month of fasting. 
May Allah bless her and grant a place in the Jannatul Firdaus, Ameen! 

But she also had a secular pastime. She loved watching Pakistani movies when she was 
young. I am not sure if she went to the movies before her marriage with my father but I 
know that they were regular visitors to the cinemas afterwards. My parents lived with my 
father's elder brother, who was married as well, and my grandmother. It was not 
considered civil for a man to take his wife out to the movies without the rest of the family 
members. My parents engaged in some improvisation here. According to the custom my 
mother would visit her parents once a week and stay overnight. My father would pick her 
up from there and they would go to the theater for the 9 pm show. None from my father's 
family would know about! 

Mother also had a group of friends, all ladies, who would not want to miss any new 
movie that debuted on the silver screen on Fridays. The 2 O'clock Friday premier had 
become a regular habit for her and her friends. As a youngster I would be taken on the 
adventurous trip as well that would begin in the early afternoon. The friends would all 
gather at a convenient location and then proceed to the Boulton market bus stop. The 
bus driver, the conductor and the male passengers all showed respect to the young 
ladies in their variegated and facny burquas. 

At the cinema hall it was not much of a problem getting the tickets since men would not 
usually take time off from their works to watch the first show of the working day. I 
remember going to almost every theater that was in Karachi including Nagina, Nigar, 
Jubilee, Eros, Odeon, Regal Cinema, Majestic, Bombino, Light house, Lyric, Nishat, 
Plaza, etc. The one noticeable exception was the Kumar Cinema located right in the 
center of the Red Light area on the Napier Road. 

Sometimes mother and her closest friend would undertake an adventure of a different 
kind on their own as well. They would plan a private trip to a theater for the 6 to 9 pm 
show. I remember going to the Super Cinema near Chakiwara to watch Daman featuring 
Sabiha and Santosh. The song, "Na Chura Sakogay Daman" still rings in my ears. There 
is a reason I remember this particular trip. Mother and her friend would usually prepare 



some snacks for the trip as well. That particular evening they lost their thermos with 
warm tea inside it. In the interval the screen flashed about a missing thermos that had 
been found. We retrieved it without much hassle with the soothing warm tea still inside it! 

One day mother could not resist the desire to watch Chakori, featuring Nadeem and 
Shabana. Perhaps she could not find someone to go with her so she took me with her. 
We walked from Kagzi Bazar to the Lighthouse Cinema on the Bunder Road. We 
watched the 2 pm show without any problems, walked all the way back home and no 
one ever knew about it 

The Karachi of the 1960s did not have television until 1967. My father bought a Sanyo 
TV in either 1 967 or 1 968. Ours was the first family in the building to own one, a rare 
moment of pride for me! 

I remember mother inviting the neighbors to come and watch some programs. Gradually 
PTV started showing a weekly movie as well and this used to be a special day for 
inviting the guests. Sunday morning film show on PTV is one of my fond recollections. I 
think PTV then changed it to a late night weekly show. Mother would invite the neighbors 
and shut off the lights to create a cinema-like atmosphere in a small room full of excited 
ladies and hushed-up children. 

But the cinemas and the PTV were not the only means of watching the entertaining 
family Urdu movies of that time. With the VCRs beyond the imagination of most 
Pakistanis, the nation had come up with a bright idea of entertainment at the time of 
circumcision ceremonies, engagements and weddings. A tent would be pitched on the 
local street at night and movies would be shown on a projector that sometimes was no 
more than a big rectangular piece of white cloth. The old style movie projector would 
work according to its own mind, sometimes smoothly and sometimes by fits and starts. I 
remember watching Kartar Singh (the daisan da ranjaan song movie), Insaniyat 
(featuring Zeba who had to marry an ailing Tariq Aziz instead of the chocolate hero 
Waheed Murad) and Darshan (featuring Rahman and Shabnam) more than once. 



Gradually the scope of this entertaining custom extended to the yearly celebration of the 
Defense of Pakistan Day on September 6th. I still remember accompanying mother to 
my uncle's mohalla in Chaba Gali, off Jodia Bazar and adjoining Juna Market once to 
watch a movie at night. We returned home around midnight to our home near the shrine 
of Hassan Shah Pir in Jodia Bazar without any fear. The Karachites respected their 
women and I still remember the days when women would sit outside on the porches of 
their homes after dinner when their husbands had gone out to hang around with their 
friends. The children would be playing in the streets while the women would continue 
their gossiping till around midnight when the husbands would return home. No one 
would dare to disturb those sacred assemblies. 



The times changed. Mother and her friends got older. Some of them passed away as 
well. The quality of movies was deteriorating. Violence and sexuality replaced family 
values on the big screen. Transportation became an issue not to mention the security. 
VCR and "the lead system" (the Karachi equivalent of the cable system in the West) 
replaced the custom of going to the theatre to watch the premier show on Friday 
afternoons. The thrill and excitement of going out with the ladies had become extinct to 
my mother's great sadness. It was the times that had changed only, Karachi had 
changed and so that the vivacious culture where people respected people and their right 
to do what they wanted to do. 

In the mid 1990s mother experienced perhaps the most terrifying moment of her life. 
While walking in the Katchi Gali area towards Denso Hall she heard sounds of gunshots. 
Two young men riding a bicycle were shooting randomly and everyone ran for shelter. 
Arthritis prevented her from running and soon she saw the bicyclists approach her. One 
of them held a gun to her temple while she trembled and held her hands up to them 
requesting them to spare a little old lady who was taking care of her disabled husband 
while her son lived comfortably in the United States. Mercy somehow found its way into 
the heart of one of the young men who spared her life! 

The Holy Prophet Mohammad peace be upon him had said, "I visualize a time coming 
when a woman will travel from Hadar-Maut to Mecca alone on a she-camel, and she 
would have no fear in her heart except that of Allah". 

The Holy Quran also tells us of a supplication made by Prophet Ibrahim, peace be upon 
him, in which he requested that Mecca be made a city that provided security. 

My childhood recollections of going out with my mother at any time of the day or the 
night testify to the truth of this statement. Sadly enough in the Karachi of today even 
men would not dare travel alone. A city that never slept and where peace, security, 
mutual respect, arts, culture and business flourished has been turned into a jungle 
where the only law is lawlessness. People are helpless but the helpless of the law of the 
land is even more astonishing, nay depressing. 

O how dearly I want my old Karachi back! 
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l-^V (jl-^- j^ 6j-^j IjI ^ \A\ jLaj jS j^_jI l£ ^jjjLjjJa jj ^j^. ^ uj ^J t j^. ^jjS 

LujjI jj£-^jJJ jJaJ (3iL<i JJC. (JSLSU ^^uj (JU^. 6^J^ (ji^ ialjLuo 6j jJJ J jJ^ jjl 

^jjyi <J-ac ^_i^5LLuj jjl djlxal j j cIjVI^. ^cJL^- ^^jS (Jjojj l£ -LI jLjj ^ >>n^ ^£ USLS 
^jjoila /O JJ^ J^- J^ ^—il (JjjL^j Uj jS jl^l j^ j^ jjL l!^^ j^ ^ L^^t 

^ j^ ^ UJH 1 -^ 1 ^Jf ^ Oi^ bWjf 1 -^ ^ u^f ^r 1 ^ 

-U^(Tabula Rasa) Uj 

^ J^-u^ 1 ^r 51 ^ ^JJ^ ^ ^J^ ^ c^^J ^ jj 1 

L>*\ ^ ^ ^ 6 J^J ^V^J^ JjU^V?^ 6 ^ 1 ^ '^VS^ ^1 
U ^ I jUj ^jLa^ ^jLa^ ^ JjS JjL(JJJ ^JjS ^ J^ jS C^Uj^J 

j^. 6 j ^5LL l%^j ciiili^ jS ^x^. ^^jjI j j^. I jUu UjS-^j IjL^. lib ^j^i 



jJJa JLlL <Jj3jJ /S-^f Lil j£ ^-^ <JJjljS jjl <Jjlj^>l jjl (JJJJJ ci^U^ ^ JJ§ 

(School Of £^jj5L* jjjjj jjl jjj t flllk^ dijj ^juj ^ )jujjJ cJol ^£ ^.j 

u# ^ jj 1 V lA^ a** o*\ ^ uj^j ^Thoughts) 



Part 2 

6J-a JJJ ^^Jjl ^aJ ^£ jJ CJC-L l£ ^gJjaiaJj ^ (Jjll j ^ HuJ ^atc ^ jLttJ ^jLud. 

^^LoC Jjl fcjLuo C_j| ^aJ ^-j] ^^jujI JjI.^jJJ ^Jj£ J> *at «S ^ ujj£ CjjL^a U jS ^jjLa ^^JJJ 

^ C5 JUJ ^ f ^""^ ^-So^jj jjuj (jj^ jJ ^ uj d ijj bl!La.(jjj ^Inl 

< . il)*™ l£ jjjL^_j Li jj <jjj£ LujjI j^I.^j ^jj^j (jSLiui di^j l-SoI ^-A / ^ jl IjjS jjj^j J^ JJ 

CjjL^ U (J^c ^ 1^-^Jjuj jLaj jjj ^jj£ Jjlia j^. ^ JJJ ^ > >nl <J jj^al -^-^ ^ I jJ /U 
(jjulijJJjA jLaJ ^ J 6j ^ J ^aj| ^ uj L-buj djl^ j^. (jJ-a <JaC- jjj! JjLa) - jS / ^ jS (Jj^aL^. 

^j^-lA 1 ' ls£ j£ ^ jV^ ^ ^J&*j > > 1 ^-(Motivation) 

j£L^— J Ij jJ jlj^l Jjl JJ (J^Cr ^ jLaJ ^ uj jljjl JjlSUa ^ uj L_Luj (J JJ^al ^J (JJ-a 

(J^JU ^J jJ JJjL^ IjjS jLllkl CjjL^i i^jJjL^. IjjS (Jj^aL^. ^aic -^jJjL^. U^Jjuj -^-^ CS"*^ J 
^jjojI j^. ^J (jSLJ-l£ jJ ^jSL<ui (J^^ LujjIjjU JJJ U JJ Jjia Jj^ ^ Jjl-^J (jSL<ui 

jU ^j£ Jjl 6jljJ ^ uj 6jUj ^aJ jS ^ ^— J ^J 6 j ^J dJjLoui ^alc Cl IjJ j^. CjU ^ JjujjJ- 

jU jU (JJ-<^ (jSLJ-^jJJ ^ jLai jJ Ljjl-Lal£ (jJ-d ^_Jj£ J> ^al ^ CjjL^i ^jjyi ^jjj! ^aJ j^-Vlj -(JJJ ^JJ^ 
JJ lJj^ ^£ ^lj>Jf ^ISU Jjl 12 jJ 1 l^jni (Jjjlalo ^1 ^JjJ jj^ <jJ 

^j Ij jj UIj jjIS 



c^J^ ^ ^ c^Jf ^ ^ ^ J^-U^ ^ Ji cdtJ JJ^ c-U^ ^ 



CjLo jl*-<i ^jIjIjJjUj (JJ-o ^_jlj ^J J^ Jalc. U CIujjjJ (J-aC ^_jLoJ Jjl ^— ^JJ jJyiJ 

^t 1 ^ (Feedback)^-%^ c^j^j^t ^ ^^-^J* ^j* u^i 

(JaC- (JjjI J^J jJ JJjL^ JJ^ (JaC- ^-S ^ 1^5ojuJ ^aJ C_L^. ^£ ^J ^J CjU ^a-ll Jjl L-Sol 

^ J ^l^j! Jj^ JJ JJ^ 3 JJ^J J^ lU^- (J^l 6JJj| jjl (JJJ ^-jSLuj jS ^IjjLujJ ^£ (jjjJalc> ^^jjl 

^jUj ( jjo5LJLj \j jUj ^j^.^ ^i^£ (Reflection) (^^^^s^j ^ ^ l -u^ 

^-jLSjj CIuIj jISjj^ ^UjjI (jj^ ^Lb JJJJ^J j£ lU^ ^ 



^JjuJ 



^ cijW ^ lU^ ^ ^ CJ-LX? ^% 

Uj^ ^Ijj c5J^ ^ 6 j i 5 ^ cf 3 ' <^3 cPj^ J^ 1 U 1 JJ J cUc- ^ 

I jl5o^ g jx^ ial6 ^aJ ^-ljJ ^ JJJ^a ^ ^ £ J^J^ 

I . iOa jLaj Ij 6^aUaJ ^JJjujIx^ jLaj t ^ajlxJ ^jj! jj ^ jLu ^ jjuj Jalc. 6 j ^ jL^ (JJJ^ l)* ^ ^ 



l£ ^_J^ liSs llfrj JjL j£ ^ g ll^S <_£JJ£J ^-juJ (Jjyi L_j£ ^ijl j£ L_j1 ^J^J ^^uJ L-Jjuj jJ (J^L^ Uj£ 

.^JLjoj U ^jU ^ j£ ^ <jJ jj! ^jU jj JLk e_£ ISol ^ll 

Part 3 

<jl jj^> ^I^jjI (jj-a CIjIj ^jj! Jjk /> > ltOj CJ^ ^ ( aja ^ ^ J^f-(J^f L^J uA * 

^ l>^^ ^ ujj ^ £^ cjjj ^ ^ c - s ^' ^ u£ ^r 1 ^-^ 
^li jj jjj (Jjli ciua jj> ^£ ^Laj ^_jLaj <j^Jj j ci-^ ^ *^ < \jjuj j5LiI.^j lii jj ^jUj 
^-.SL^ U> L!>U> c_iL l£ ciol ^£ IjjS Ijjj JL^j ^1 6 j <jl jjj ^£ l-U^ Jj 1 -^ 

j£ ^>>o^ <JJj|j ^_jL<U ^LaJ (jM"^ Ijl^-^—f tj^uuo L^. US (jj-a ^jjj^a^. jJ j£ £^LaJ ^_jL<U 

cPj^ ^ k OH ^Ji j£ ^ 'uft ^Ji (i JjJ^ 

^ cP*^ ( Cerebral Cortex)^j^ ^ j3 > ^ 

(Long Term l$ ? y jj'-W^ ^ ^ o^^-^f 

jf ^ c^l^s ^ jj i$j L£ ^jj^i JjSL^i J^j ^ijj ^ ^ ^ Memory) 

^ ^j^il^ ^ ^1 ^J.^fi ^ jj^ j^ 

(JjSLoJ jj-o ^ > ^^jujI^-S ^LiJ ^£jjj j-<^-^ ^Loj ^ jLuUj^-^-S (jJjl J^ ^ ^Ln^. 



(jjL L-^j| O^J^ jljJU ^£ (jl Jjl-^J Ijj jS ^ uj ^jjjlk ^-J J^. ^-J J^- ^UiJ ^J 1 

(Synapsesjc-^ 1 ^^ ujj^ ^ j&f ^ 4^ ^ jj'-^ 1 

(jl jjj ^-j^5Li^ jjt-(jjj ^_J^ ^_j^jj ciol ^-*Jji 

L> ^ijj jj^ 1 jj 1 ^ ^ (Trillion of Synapses) <j^jUjL* 
^ >^ ^>^! ^ji" ^ ^(Electrochemical Process] 

jS ^jJuo^ ^aJ C—L^.-^— J IjU ^LiJl Jjuj <J-aC J^^^ ^J^ 1 ^ I^-Sojuj jj ^jJJ ^Jj£ Ja j^ ^ (JJ^il 

(Neural Pathways)^ Jjj^ ^ 

j cIjUj^. ^L<ij ^_jL^j yj/i ^£ ^ j ^ > 6j l£ > ^_jL<u ^L<ij I jUu ^jLuj ^j ^jLuj. 

Jj| JJ Jjla ^ jUj Jjl-U£ ^Vl^ ^Jj| ^JjI-JJJ ^JjJ JJJJ (jijUj ^La^La^l 

Jf^ 1 J 2 C-MJ^ l^J^^ ^ (jjj jl5Li l£ jljj jjl 6Jj3j^ C-HJ ^J J^l-cJ^ jl^t 

_j c^jS^ ^^ujL^ ciol C^U /O-lSjJ (jSLuiU U JSLiui ^j! ^ jUj 1 i^Ji » i jj^ ^ ^jS ^£ 



Ll^Q jt n^Int j ^al jl &^Uj Jjl ^£JjjujI 6^Uj (jU-?» <— L ^pollx^ ^ mjt.jJJ ^J^uud 

i lib ciicL 



l£ jLujjI c_Sol ^ uj j-L<a -(JJ^J CIlujj^ ClAj /O /s£ ^jJal j (j£JU /O jj Jjia ^jujJjLuj 

JjjJJ s J^aJ ^J^-J* j-i-a jjjL^j IjjJ Uj jj cJ^^ (JilLaLQ jl Jj^ ^— £ ^ , ^ < \-1juj ^LaJ 

^ j 1 ^ ^rf j jj^ ^ ^ ^ (Neural Pathways )jn -j3b 

j£ jjl jjL-^al ^jtjjj ^ < ^ < \-1juj ^aJ ^£ ^-J J ja> jx> L-uLl ,U JJ Jjia ^jUjj jJvd L-Jjuj ^aJ 

^ LsA*% C5^' ^Jf ^ J^ J^^' lW^JJ^ JJJJ^ Jjl C-Luilla jj| ^JjJ ^lO^ i i 

^ l ^*LP ^ ^ C5^Jf C^U*^ jj c-UjSj ^-u£ 

^ AJJ jLujjI jfrr} L -^^ djLajlx^i JjjI Jj! Jj^uud ^ <ft mi j£ ClAj,J^ ^jj| Jjl dJ > mjui^ <fl 

jj5uuo jS (JLqjlJjujI ^-ll 

j£ ^£Ajj Jjl I . )\\ ~\ ^£ ^J^ C5"^ JJ^ C5 ^^ r " 6<l ' ^ ^ ^Ui^ ^ Ijl jSL 

jijjj jj>i duUi ^jLu (;;;■ IjjL jj u^j^ ^ < ; ^ > ^ ^^^>>i jj^ jIajI jjjj^j 

6^-J^5LjJ 6^-JJjuj ^^tJ jS CljUjol^ JJ ^aLiJ ^^Jjl jljj^ C-U^ ^ AfrSojoi _l£ jj ^iUialLjJ 

JJJ ^ jl b /> > l£ (J^C- ^ *^ < \Jjuj jS (JaC- ^Jj£ ^ uj jj^jU Jjl ^JjS ^jjjjjoi^i 

^ U^-U^^ j' ^ L^^J ^ Jj' JJ^J^ L -^S' ^ ^ (JfcJ^ CpJ^ 
L-SLjt-^— J lj jJ L_fl jjj^a-o ^Lpjl jljj^ (J-^ ^- ^ ^. l^SLljai (jji Ij^f ^ (Jjf 

jf^-u^ ^rfjjf ^ Brain ^ j 1 ^ d^Ij^ lA^j^ ^4 ^ ^ji^i 
j^ c<£ ls jW cP*^ (Sub Conscious) j 2 o>i ^ ^ 

^.^i jj j^ ^Luo J5X 

■oy ^jf ^j 
Part 4 

j jx^a ^£ ^p^J. ^ jJjS jkj jL ^ .^a^ ^ JJ*^ Ch^ ^ ^J jSLil 

^cji^l l£ JJJ^J ^ ^JjI ^oj! ^J- jJJ ^jSLuj ^5o^ jj jjla ^Jal j ^ ^Juaa. ^£ 

s jl&J ^^JJtJ jljjS c flll^ ^ jLaj (jU-^ ^ ^— j J^^l 6 J ^ Jj LjJJ ^j^uuj ^£ 

jjL ^^L^c jj>i ^£^jj jjl ^l^^ cLf$L<& ^-jjt ^jjt (JSc ^jLu jjl djLuj j>>^ ^tCijU^ 

^£ L-£!}ljj!j ^— S (JJjI^J^ ^Jjl ^aJ JJ ^cJOjuj) ^gjuol-^-J ^^Ib diclj l£ ^Jj Jjl g JJUJ ^jLu JJ 
^Jj£ (^AlJ /Ojj^alo ^^Ajj ^^JjLjJJ ^-Jj£ ^L^aJS l£ ALujJ U U Vu >n ^^JjI qAa Cljjjj^a 
U U^a^QjuJ ^^uj ialaJ ^jujJJjLuj Ldl jJ /O VI J ^JjJ J^-^ JJ^^ 1 J^ (J^l ^ ^ ujJj- JJJ 

l£ <JH<i <-S^I ^-il ^ itg-Nrtm cIjU ^^Ub jS c_j| (j5LJ. (JSLiui ^jL^jjI UjS jUj ^-j^I 

.l£ jjl I jIhoj 



jjj$j jjxJo ^JjI ^ jU ^Uj ^jUj ^j^ ^j£ jj jjL ^±Lx 

^LaJ JjjI s jL&J./_pJ ^J^uuo j£ ^J > oVl (jJ-a Cljj JJ^a jJ^Jjjb c_Sol jjl jbj£ <jJJ 

-(Anterior Cingulate Gyrus) o j^ ^ jo^i ^ ^ ^jjL* 

JU hjj^ ^£ jjL^jS <jj-aj 6 j ^ f & l£ ^L^j J^j -jjj j^sj^ ^ 

^ JJ* O*" 1 J^ ^ ^£ Jj\-Lttjfc L)i* 

U^f-O^ ^ ^-y^ U^f ^ ^ Ji O 3 ^ csr^-U^ J^ Jj^ J^ l£ jl J 

JjjjjS j£ jjjl^bl ^_j^jj> giLJ ^ lU^ jjLjjSLoj ^ild jjl (jjSL^ JI^-aLoj 

ia jq^ ^ Jjl fcJ ^1 jIljjL jLjj I jl^J JJ (JJJ ^ J^- J-a JJ Ujuj L-So jjj! jJ ^t&J l!*^ J^l-U£ ^Sj^ 



^ uj ^aU l£ <jjj| JJ-a (J^J ^ > n TlLuJ- JJJ ^j| jj£ L-fljljLLa ^ uj jljjS ^_J*^J^ J^-)l ^ 

jj gju ^ ^Uj ^jj! ^ j^.(Orbito Frontal Cortex)c>^ j 1 ^ l^J jW 

6 j L-baJ Jjj I -JJJ ^-l^£j L-LaJ C_Sol J-LG ^jU ^ Ijl ^-uilAJ L-l^L^a /O-^S JJ^-S ^uald ^Ulij\ 

jI£jAa ^ jj jL<U JJ^ dj Jjj^a ^J^<Ui ^.ui£ j^. JJJ ^-J jj Jj^.ja (J^ ^J^w<Ui U ^JjujjT ^LoJ 

o 3 ' ^ ay 'S a^v uj^j^ J^l^ -ay 

-IS jj C_)Lkjj| jl^J ^L^ajS LaiJ jS jJya (JL^. Cljjjj^a 6J j^. j-o 
^ ujI-JLuj /OJ)<^ 14 l£ Jjj1.^_J J j^. j-d JJ ^JJjojI Jj«-^ ^_jLaJ J^. jl^J^ Jjl L -^jl 

cijj^ -(Dorso-Lateral Prefrontal Cortex) o^s # ^ jj^ ^jjI^ 

^jJaLo s J^j JJ-Q (Jja^. ^£ (JJJ ^ jl o jS A JJ Clljuoj^a ^aLiJ 6 j (JjJali ^gjulxft L-L^. JJ ^JJjojI 

(jj^ol ^Slj ^^1 6AajI ^ uj ^£ dijuoj^a ^1 jLuj /oj>^u jj-^jjj (J^Luj djUjaJi 

. JJJ lp (Jj^uuoJ /Oj>^U jjjlj-J 



l£ ^J^-^JJJ ^j| jjS ^^uj jbj£ JjJJ^-J Jjl jlAjLuj^-JuJ C_Luj J^ ^ ^-fljljtJ l5ol ^aJ C_j| ^JjI 

jj^-oy ^£ (Midbrain) u^j^ ^ jj^ ^£ jii^ ^ <jj^ ^-u# 

M 5 <J^ j'j' ^ ^ lI^jj!^ ^JjI ^j.^ jbjS JjJJ^J ^ (jU^ ^J^j jj jJJ^I 

^jj ^jja ^j jjLjjj ^-jjj lJjU j ^jL £ jia ^ jjjj jj^la ^jU-jj lI^I^ ^jl^ ^JjS 
l£ ^Uj ^ jUj ^j L^j^-j^ ^ J^ J^ ^t^' J^ J J ^_JJ^-U£ ^ J^ j' J^ 1 ' J^ 

L9 JJ^ Jjl U^f ^jljj^ L-fljlxlLa ^^uj djLujLud^.1 j djU^ s (JJ-<^ J^- ^ (JJJ > 6 j 

JJ* c^J^ 1 ^ 'cr^l^l ^J^ 'r^t ^P^j-cjjj jl J^l J^ ^W^l J^ ^ cA£ J^ 

6 J^J CiJ^I ^jlj Jj' C^^ 1 ^ 6 C^J^ 



Layl (JJ^i -|j^5o^ jL ^ JJ^j J^JJ-^ ^JjJ ^-S ^5 ^1 L^!lij|j ^-S (jUd ^_j^5o - 

JJ 1 c^-^rf ^ ^ cjl U^f* 2 J^ JJ^ c5 Jj^JjI-UJf ^J J^ l>^J^^ 

^o^'^ jjl -oy ls± ^ ^(Traffic Signals) j^ kA^j ^ 

^J Ji. JJ^ C5 jj^ j^-u^s^ 1 j* j^ ^j l^i ^ ^ ^ /S 

lst*1 J^SJ^I J ^ jW ^ S^-U^W^' ^ ^ l^J^-U^J^ ^ cPj^ Jj'-U^^ 



^jjxui ^»J jSL^jjJ* ^J (JjSLuj <JJj£ j£ U jjlS JJ cJl^ Clljjj^a jla (_£JJJ 

J Ij^J ^atjlkl IS JJJ^J (JjjI ^jLuJ (JjJ-<iJ J^l (Jjj! JjSjl CljJJ^. ^ S ^ Ifr^Jjud. 



jS jS J^U> CJ jIj_a jjl ^-J$5Li^ jjya ^-J* ni JJ ^JlJ j ^1 jjl ^£J f J^ J cAp* 



Syed Razi Muhammad 

, ) ^jvjbfcxJ t c= j ^9>> tuls*9 -LjuZ> /JjJLc 

< — } vJvj^-Ijuo ^jv U^L| ^j-o^ , — 5 /xC £^9 
<=Jb ^ ->9' 9^ v-.JLb.o 

, — } ^s^jS tJV /)>> uS^jI £9-j»ju v^JLitjo 

M//7/ some people enjoy poetry and others don t? 

Learn about the pines from the pine, and about the bamboo from the bamboo. 
Learn about poetry from the poem. . . . 

A poem, as a manifestation of language and thus essentially dialogue, can be a message 
in a bottle sent out in the --not always greatly hopeful-belief that somewhere and 
sometime it could wash up in land, on heartland perhaps. Poems in this sense, too, are 
under way: they are making toward something. 
Paul Celan 

When I read old Arabic and Persian poems this is what I feel. A message has come to 
me in a bottle. Someone put it in the water hoping it will find its way into someone's 
heart. 



A Mushaira hosted by the Aligarh Association of New England 



September 07, 2013 

It was an honor for me to be invited to the annual Mushaira organized by the Aligarh Association 
of New England in my home town of Shrewsbury Massachusetts. Aside from some local poets, 
the Mushaira featured several notable visiting poets from India and Pakistan. The event was 
presided over by the noted poet Gulzar Dehlavi. 

I am sharing a selection of my poetry that I presented at the Muhaira. 



<J\ ^ I J^ ^ ^ lS^ c^t^ I J^^ Jj^ t_£l jj 

AjL^ ^ yo ^ ya j£ ^J£^ t . ^ UJ^ J^*-^ J-*^ fi J (J** UJf^^ (J^f ^ 1 

^1 Jliij ^ji ~\ ^ dil j <_£ jjj ^— ^ tJla. i J^ ^ (JJ^ /S CJJ^J ^^"^ 

jjjj ^ u»j£ L_ll ^Ig-J ^Aaj /O (_Ji^-a 6 j L_)l \ \ ki^j l£jLa g ^£ /O ^ £ jjj! j^-J (J^ ^"'^ ^ ^ ^ 

^1 ^iij cjLo: jj <^ j£ jjj UIa lU ^ jj-i j-^^ Jjj 

!)La jj-a jljtjJ JJ ^^l^J j&^ <jj£uuj ja. lA-^-?" r ^ ^ ^— f is-^j^ ^J^ (J^ 

-iilj ^ g -\ A Clllj ^j£ JJ-a I J^> > .O L_±a. ULa. (Jj (_JjdJ /O Clllj JJ (jLa. jJ l£ (J.J 

^aJ JJyft J^^ £ p (J^J^ ^ ^ ^ J^ 

^ ^VU. ^ ^x^jI ,>_jj j$j 

L^.jjuj tjjJ (JJ^-j C-lclj l£ (J^aj 1J Jfi ^£ Jfi (j^Jjl ^al^ 

c5J^ J^ J J ^ J a ^ J a J^ ^-JJ^ 

J^^ f J^ 1 J^ UJ^^^ 

^ ^ J^ 1 c^^' uj^^^ ^ tz^M er* Ji cJ^ J^ ^ 

l£\ ^ a 'jf L^ 1 ^ 1 ^^ ^ Ls^Ji isiJ J4^ 

j£ CjjI j^. cj ^i^j jl^j ^ Jf Jf jW« J^ 

^jLuJ^_^)J (^-J I J^J ^ 
^1 Jliij CjLo) JJ ^ Jjj ^JJ L_Li. C5^J A L^Jf ^ J^ L$ J^ 

^ j^ Ul5L§j Lb! I j3 ^jj^ ^ jia ^jjj ^£ jj jlaj3 /o 
^ \ J^ ^ UJ^ 

jUlS ^£ J^_J L_Luj /O Jjl (_5LuJ^ ^juJ ^^-U^ 4-j S-li 

^1 ^iij CjI j ^jI jj jjj 

j^-a jJ-a I j^j^a ^ £ (jjj^C L^J^ C5^ Sr 1 J^ 

Li^ a ^ ^ix JJ^J jj5LL ^ j^ 




Gulzar Dehlavi can be seen 
presiding over the Mushaira. 



Dr. Iqbal Hasmani 






%^ r^i^m 'Wjj$p#t ?^^w^l ft: \f 
J1 . fij^V'jbtLfQyi^ h^^Uif *Ut^ us- a 



-W^rAA'*/" 



A poem by Shariq AN Dow 1985 



JLf\f 



4/ jy AL^ 

Syria « ft* 



UMAR DARAZ, D86, WITH IZHAR KHAN AND ARIF ZAI AT THE FAIZ MELA WITH HIS BOOK 




The Faiz Maila held this year on September 21, 2013 was 
notable for the inauguration of a novel j& <^*j L^jjuo**. 
This novel is written by D86 graduate Umar Daraz. The 
noted D85 graduate Izhar Khan introduced the book and 
the novelist who then dedicated his book to Salima 
Hash mi, daughter of Faiz Ahmad Faiz. 



ON THE LIGHTER SIDE 




tjn i-fi tjrb tj* }h ^ M >>* h -y-^ 

oat Lf? (^ iEK ) 4J*^ jS-* ^ £ uj^? I* 1 
LP? J-^ Lft! t^ L "J cJ^t u*^ CJ^ ti^- 1 

js* i.^ ^5 *d ^ A 1 1/ ^ ^ J* (J** 

^jS (talk) <JK v l jS- ^-L ^ ^_jS ^ 
(mamniy/ papf a) Li ^ ^ ^| ^1 ^ 

*l (bath 

^.1 (hajKr&ffm) ^ lt*Jj *j U pj-ji J?! j^L b*^ 
^^jiv 1 {shower) jjLi ^ ^ 

^ y ( dourer) & Jj*j ^ ^ 

^ tyj (pain) tj] ^L* \+J ^y* iji -^p- 

Convey my greetings to my beloved O the 
sweet breeze 
And tell her from me with love 
Sadi has not forgotten his promise to you 

It seems like the two love birds promised to 
live and die together. As happens, the girl 
bowed down. Society, parents' honor, $ />juJj 
Ls> and what not made her marry a man of 
her parents' choice. The heart-broken fellow 
tries to hold on to his promise of remaining 
unmarried till his mother comes to his rescue. 
oLojJ IS 0L0 solved his problem. It provided a 
rational way of breaking his promise. 



THEY TOLD ME THAT 
TO MAKE HER 
FALL IN LOVE 

I HAD TO MAKE 
HER LAUGH. ! 

BUT EVER YTIME 
SHE LAUGHS 

I'M THE ONE WHO 

FALLS IN LOVE, 



LET'S NOT FORGET THE NOT SO LIGHTER SIDE OF LIFE 

q\A\ (25) JflUJ (24) j»- jiijil J jjilij 

And there is a designated share in their wealth for those who ask and those who are deprived 





gtiUj*U MM 




Two of our class fellows have been sick recently. Both ladies are fighting bravely. Their 
spirits are up and their determination remains strong as ever. We request our class 
fellows to make sincere dua for Samira Zubairi who is undergoing chemoradiation, and 
Samrina Hashmi who has just been discharged after a brief hospitalization. We pray to 
Allah SWT to grant them complete and speedy recovery, and hope that they will join the 
class soon as happy and as healthy as ever, Ameen! 



Get well soon friends! 





Samreena Hashmi 



Samira with her husband 



SPECIAL ARTICLE- MY STORY 



KEHKASHAN QAMAR D85 

Life is a journey which ends when we die. Today, I am going to share the experiences of 
my professional life and the difficulties I faced. I passed MCPS (Dermatology) in Oct 
1992 and joined the Institute of Skin Diseases, Saddar, in Feb 1993. In Karachi, only one 
or two doctors had passed FCPS in Dermatology at that time. So, even doing MCPS in 
Dermatology was a great achievement. I was very happy and excited with working as a 
dermatologist. I had two kids at that time and this job suited me. I could spend time with 
them as well as enjoy my professional life. But then, after several years, I started having 
various thoughts about my patients. I used to have doubts at night whether my diagnosis 
and the corresponding treatments given to the patients were correct or not. In the 
morning, everything became normal again and I kept on treating the patients as usual. 
Initially, this episode occurred once or twice a month but its frequency increased as time 
passed. I could not understand what was happening to me. I wondered why these 
thoughts were occurring to me alone and not to any of the other doctors. I did not realize 
that I was having some psychiatric problem. My brother (who was in Britain then) and 
sister (who lives in USA) are psychiatrists but I never thought of discussing my problem 
with them. Till 2003, it started affecting my daily routine. I went to Haj in February 2004 
and prayed to Allah that I get rid of this problem once and for all. When I came back 
from Haj, this episode happened again; I was very depressed because I felt my prayers 
had not been answered. I started thinking about changing my job and joining the teaching 
line instead. I had no other difficulty in my daily life and thought that this problem would 
be solved once I stopped seeing patients. Two of my colleagues who shared the clinic 
with me had noticed my problem but they were too kind to talk about it in front of me. 
When I was not around, both of them wondered what and why was this happening to me? 
Nobody else in the hospital or my family knew about it as otherwise I was confident in 
every other aspect of my life. 

Then, I discussed my condition with my best friend, our class fellow, Huma Siddique. 
She told me that one of her colleagues also had anxiety attacks when treating patients, but 
became normal after receiving psychiatric treatment. Therefore, she advised me to talk to 



my psychiatrist sister about it. When I narrated my symptoms to my sister, she told me 
that I was suffering from Obsessive Compulsive Disorder and that I should take treatment 
for it. 

I went to a psychiatrist, in May 2004, who confirmed the diagnosis and put me on 
Fluoxetine. Meanwhile, I was also trying to get into the M.Phil programme. I took one- 
month leave but the same apprehension and fear re-appeared when I had to re-join my 
duty at the Institute of Skin Diseases. To cut the long story short, on November 1, 2004, 1 
was enrolled in the M.Phil/PhD programme at the International Centre for Chemical and 
Biological Sciences (ICCBS), University of Karachi, popularly known as HEJ Research 
Institute (supposedly one of the best research institutes of the Islamic world). So it 
appears that ALLAH answers our prayers in mysterious ways. 

There has been no looking back since then. I got a GPA of 3.9/4 in the M.Phil course 
work, but the research part wasn't easy. Anyhow, it took a while to adjust with my 
supervisor; the cancer cell culture lab was established for the first time at ICCBS under 
her supervision. There, I conducted various demonstrations and taught cell culture 
techniques to many scientists from smaller countries like Sri Lanka and Myanmar. It was 
very exhilarating to know that we Pakistanis are advanced in research as compared to 
other countries of our region. I performed anticancer assays for other scientists too (one 
research paper has been published and the second one accepted). I thoroughly enjoyed 
student life once again. Furthermore, I learnt triple label immunofluorescence microscopy 
(this is the only centre in Pakistan having this facility, to the best of my knowledge). I 
completed my research work and joined my job as a dermatologist again in August 2009. 

My psychiatrist told me to continue Fluoxetine throughout my life and to visit him only if 
there was a problem (I have not consulted him since 2005 but have taken the medicine 
regularly since then; I had suffered so much that I cannot even think of stopping it). 
Alhamdolillah, I have been treating patients since 2009 but even now, I get tense when 
treating infants. I hope and pray that someday I may fully recover from my ailment. 
Ameen. 



I received my Ph.D degree last year and now I am working as an Assistant Professor of 
Pharmacology at a medical college in Lyari, which is affiliated with Dow University of 
Health Sciences. In addition, my dermatological practice is going on side by side. My ex- 
colleagues from Dermatology OPD send a number of patients to me daily for treatment. 
Thus I am working as an honorary dermatologist as well. I am very thankful to ALLAH 
for all the blessings. 

The reason I am writing all this is to emphasize the plight of psychiatric patients in our 
society. What can be said of common people when most of the doctors at the Institute of 
Skin Diseases did not realize that I had a medical ailment? They advised me to overcome 
my fears and apprehensions by using my will power. Although I told them about my 
diagnosis, they remained unsupportive. So, when learned professionals are not able to 
empathize with mental illness, what can be expected from laymen? Don't we doctors 
treat physical illnesses? Why do we think that mental illnesses are any different? Why 
mental illness is considered to be the patient's fault whereas, everyone sympathizes with 
the people suffering from somatic diseases? 

I am really proud of and extremely grateful to my two room-mate friends Dr. Rahila 
(D86) and Dr. Shahida (from Nawabshah, Peoples MC) who believed in me and 
supported me in every way they could. They treated all the patients, including my share, 
which gave me ample time to prepare for the entrance tests. May ALLAH always bless 
them. Ameen. 

Now some words for those people who are pessimistic about the future of Pakistan. I 
think all we need is a sincere, honest leader and a trendsetter. Most of the Pakistani 
people are not mean or malicious. When I joined Lyari General Hospital in 2009, only a 
few drugs were available in the Dermatology OPD and the doctors prescribed only those 
medicines, presuming that the patients wouldn't buy the required drugs. I tried to arrange 
drugs for the poor patients; sometimes paying out of my own pocket when the medicines 
were essential. Soon, the other doctors started doing the same, bringing medicines from 
their private clinics, urging medical representatives to give more samples, etc. I am really 
thankful to my colleagues at Dermatology OPD, LGH, who supported me in any way 
they could. 



When I joined the Pharmacology department in April this year, there was no teaching 
program for the demonstrators. Allhamdolillah, with a little coaxing, our department now 
presents the picture of a library with everyone studying, and a class-room, with me and 
all the demonstrators giving presentations turn by turn. I hope that at least one of them 
may become "Sadqae-jaria" for me. Recently, a postgraduate programme was initiated at 
this medical college and the demonstrators are insisting me to enroll them as M.Phil/PhD 
students. 

I have very interactive classes and I am finally enjoying my job fully. We have about 100 
students in each class and presently three batches are studying here. The fourth batch is 
supposed to join next month. Nowadays, in the problem based learning modules system, 
pharmacology is taught from the first year onwards. I hope my students develop a passion 
for knowledge and learning and become compassionate doctors. This is my goal, my 
dream and this is what Pakistan truly needs. 

Figure 3.1: Fluorescent staining of F-actin, nuclei and microtubules in control MCF-7 cells after 
48 hours of incubation 





MCF-7 cells showing: 

(a) F-actin, (b) nuclei and (c) microtubules at 
20x magnification 

Arrows showing the following at 60x 
magnification: 



Kehkashan's work 

(d) F-actin associated with the mitotic 
spindle 

(e) Mitotic stages: (p) prophase, (m) 
metaphase, (a) anaphase, and (t) telophase 

(f) Microtubules in various mitotic stages: 
(p) prophase, (m) metaphase, (a) anaphase, 
and (t) telophase. Scale bar: 20 urn. 



A REUNION OF D85 FRIENDS 



FRESH MEADOWS NEW YORK 

SATURDAY SEPTEMBER 28, 2013 

Once again it is this time of the year when our class fellow and friend, Dr. Sam Khan visits New 
York to meet her son Jahanzeb, doing residency in psychiatry, and his lovely family. This time 
she was enjoying the company of her husband Aijaz Bhai as well. Her friends came up with the 
quick idea of arranging a mini reunion just like last year. A few text messages, emails and 
Facebook chat brought about a wonderful reunion at the Bakhter Halal Kabab House in Fresh 
Meadows NY. Shehla Hussain, Sameera Hussain, Muhammad Munir and Saleem Khanani joined 
with family members while Sam Khan was accompanied by Aijaz Bhai, Jahanzeb, his wife Jessica, 
their two lovely kids and Jessica's father. Food was a delicious excuse for the chit chat that 
lasted hours. Shehla's daughter Sana brought home-made Whoopie Pies to sweeten the palate 
and the environment. Here are some photos from the happy occasion. 



85, Lincoln Road, Eastham, London 
By 

Jameel Ahmed, D85 



Between 1986 and 1987 many classmates of ours came to England for their higher 
studies. For majority of our colleagues, in particular, and all others in general, Quaid-e- 
Azam hostel, Earls Court, served as the first station. In March 1987 a group of D85 
buddies rented a house in Eastham, London. This turned out to be a great, historic and 
memorable place for us. 

The house was selected by Fayyaz, Musa and company. It was owned by Mr Choudhry 
of Pakistani descent. It was decided that 6 people will live but the land lord always had a 
suspicion, very rightly so, that more people were living. We had calculated that at one 
time there will be 6 only while more than 8 were living. Following dignitaries lived there to 
begin with: 

Fayyaz, Musa, Jameel, Ehtesham, Khalid, D85 

Non dowites were Dr Naveed, Dr Aftab Soomro, Khaleeq and Wajid. 




Fayyaz and Jameel, in front of the house. Fayyaz is not wearing a wig 

The first good news we got was the MRCP parti result. Both Fayyaz and Musa cleared 
in first attempt. The whole house was delighted and asked for celebration. Accepted, 
and we set off for a dinner at a desi restaurant of Southall and on our way went to see 
Kew Garden, a botanical garden nearby. Hunger hit us badly but the host was rigid that 
this was not the part of treat, so we could not buy much. Those were the days when 





Khalid, Naveed(KE), Musa, Jameel 

Intikhab used to live nearby and was the regular visitor as was Dr Najeeb, D83. Hamid 
who had already cleared PLAB was doing his job and used to visit. Ehtesham had also 
cleared the PLAB and was searching for job. 

A noticeable visitor was our moderator with charming face and shinning head. He 
revealed that he was mugged while travelling in the night. Needless to say that the gang 
who looted him decided to give up this profession and do some other job since so little 
was recovered that they felt ashamed of telling their fellow bandits. Although he is busy 
inventing new dishes these days, he brought a pot full of Sardines and surprisingly did 
not charge anything. 



Some conversation at dinner time, while watching TV: 



Jameel: 



Khaleeq sahib, aaj aap kiya khane key liyae lain hain? 



Khaleeq Sahib: 



Back beens 



Jameel: 



Ooh; baked been 



Wajid: 



Abhi theek karaya tha magar angraezee ki tang tor dee 



Khaleeq: 



Yay kaley angrezoon ne bara tang kiya hua hey 



Fayyaz: 



Aray Khalid car dekho 



Khalid: 



Ooh Porschey hae 



Wajid 



Dr Saheb, Porschey naheen Porsch 



Days went by and life went on. Next was the PLAB examination that I and Intikhab took. 
After listening to my answers in the viva Fayyaz indicated that there were some 
weaknesses. As predicted we could not clear but two other Dr Wajhat a KE graduate 
and Dr Najeeb D 83, cleared. Dr Wajahat gave a treat at the same place and I made all 
the food, this was the spirit. People were fond of my cooking. 

Tariq and Hafeez arrived in London and both were regular visitors. Bashir Jan 
Muhammed, Irfan and Shahed Quraishy also visited. Shahab cleared the PLAB and 
visited our place. He encouraged me a lot and predicted that I would be OK next time. 

I use to study with Fayyaz and he was of the opinion that I had good knowledge and he 
was surprised at my performance. Studying with Fayyaz gave tremendous boost to my 
studies for which I am and will always remain grateful. Musa was another one who 
encouraged me a lot. He often used to tell me to ask him questions for his own practice. 
Once Fayyaz and I were studying late at night and we were quite hungry. Fayyaz 
offered, surprisingly, Burfi sweet which he had kept locked in the cupboard. 

Next to land were Shahid Chandana and Waqar Ayub who stayed there for some time 
and enjoyed living there. Abdul Jabbar also stayed with us when he came for his 
examination. 

Then came Ramzan Shareef and that was real fun. We use to prepare iftari including 
pakorey cooked by myself and Fayyaz. Incidentally this year, after 26 years, we had iftar 
together. My entire family was driven by Fayyaz himself for iftar at his home in Hull. Lots 
of dishes were prepared by Nilofar Bhabhi followed by a sumptuous dinner. We stayed 
overnight and enjoyed great hospitality. Ramzan was very well attended by most at 
Eastham. 





Only change is Dr Wajahat (KE) at the end 
Eid was celebrated with enthusiasm as we all went to Regent Park, central mosque. 
Anwar Hussain also visited and stayed once. 

Fayyaz and Musa then took PLAB. Musa cleared and Fayyaz had a mishap. This was a 
time difficult to control our emotions but we were with him like real buddies and the rest 
is history now. 

Hamid got a job in Ayer, Scotland and I and Intikhab moved there. I appeared for the 
PLAB next October. Incidentally Bakhtiar also took PLAB at the same time and we both 
cleared at the same time. Later Intikhab also cleared the examination. Ehtesham, 
Shahab, Musa, Fayyaz and later Shahid and Waqar all cleared PLAB and started 
working. 

I have no hesitation in calling 85, Lincoln Road, Eastham a great place for us as all the 
D85 who either lived or visited are post graduates now, well settled in Pakistan, UK and 
USA. Living together was a great experience that I will never forget and I am sure that 
the same would be the feeling of other buddies of the great D85 that is now ruling the 
world. 



